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Along the meadows edgeways towards Dalkeith
Before they turn in wheel and take the hills;
I see their bent of battle ; yet we keep
The slopes and crest here with our covering lines
If they stand fast.

Queen.                  What, have you fear of that ?

BothwelL    I cannot tell; the day grows fiery hot:
I would we might close in at once and strike
Before the noon burn; all the pause we make
Who stand here idle watchers till they join
Takes off some heart from us for weariness
And gives us doubt; I would the field were set.

Queen.    Why should  not we that wait for them

and chafe

Break rather on them coming, and brush off
Their gathering muster from the hillskirts there
With one sheer stroke of battle as from heaven
Right on them hurling down with all our host
Out of these heights ere they made head below ?

BothwelL    No, my sweet captain; we must hold

this fast,

This height of vantage, and keep close our ranks
As I have ranged in order: see again,
How they sweep round and settle fast in file
There on the ridge of Cowsland, with their backs
Turned on the sun that climbs toward noon too fast,
And in their front that hollow gap of hill
Three crossbow-shots across; so far apart
We look upon each other for a breath
And hold our hands from battle; but you see